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Psychiatric dividing lines between sanity & insanity are 
assumption rather than fact. We possess varying levels of 
reality, vision & interoretation. Todays accented norm is what 
contemporary tribal conditioned ritual, morals & prejudice make 
it. Any difference between the certified inmate «*-. the uncertified 
citizen is purely one of degree. That mythical psychiatric life¬ 
boat soon sank under the weight of its restrictive terminology 
& the generous loot respectability delivers. When the misfit 
adjusts to an abnormal society he hasn't found a cure but a 
sickness. The spontaneous inability to conform & submerge 
identity is the only real positive response possible within the 
twentieth century nightmare. We're living in a vast escapist 
fantasy world oeopled by creatures with warped & sickly minds. 
Peopled by cops & censors- judges & hangmen; mercenaries & 
profiteers. When we advocate & practice intolerance, racialism, 
exploitation & war we're adjusting to society but 
Paybe we've still got possession of the keys, & 
a white coat's our grocer, but the schizophrenic 
& the paranoic cops are moving in fast & the 
Si bureaucrats took over long ago. This collection 
been assembled to pose the humble, but by no means 


nationalism. 
not to life, 
that guy in 
magistrates 
politicians 
of poems has 


modest, question of just who is lunatic in an asylum world 


Some of the Poems in this collection have previously appeared 
in Wight Scene, Fight Train, Origins-Diversions & Poetmeat. 


First published in 1964 by Screeches Publications, 
Copyright 1964 by Dave Cunliffe- 


NIGHT BOOK OF THE MAD 


3 am & my alarm clock has crawled into the wall. 

The eyelids of the moon are silent & sleeping now. 

Too soon to fill in the pages of my report. 

Let’s see..."patients & staff slept thruout the 
night" or "Peter had a wierd fit hut we fixed 
him with paraldehyde & his own fantasies." 

No, better not. . "nothing special to report'*., 
that'll do for now to fill these tired pages. 

Maybe 10 shit-ups & a corpse is a record for summer. 
Night softens the cold shrouds * pale lips of 
these long A bitter dormitories A suspends their agony. 
I’ve' still got to butter the bread & dress the cripples. 
Too long bored with filling in this night book. 

"64 patients A 32 emoty beds on my last patrol." 

This couch is torn, stinks & reouires fixing." 

Truth devours all in this sad A terrible world. 

10 shit-ups & a corpse is surely a record. 

"Thompson N expired after an unconsummated bowel aetion. 
Outside thick rain crucifies the trembling fingers of 
stars A within these walls legs erupt A wither in spasms 
It is now time to fill in my morning report for 



THIS TERRIBLE NIGHT 


Tonight is just one of far too many nights & so I weep but 
the night does not mock for it does not even hear or know me. 

You sit in your room & blindly look out at the night as I 
crouch outside your window & yet we do not see each other. 

Last year we were not dead & even life was sometimes possible. 

Now your teeth are soft & stained & your eyes are sightless & 
your breasts are shrunken & you are dust in my imagination. 

& yetjtonight we will lie in the dark & as our minds & bodies 
writhe* in agony we "will see ourselves & laugh & cry together. 

Tomorrow we will endure another night & another long & painful death. 

1 his terrible night slaughters our dreams & evades all responsibility. 



r RIT JUST BEFORE THEY CRUCITIED YOU 

Michael you have murder in your eyes* 

I have now locked the door of your 
room 3*. the key is dangling from a 
chain in my pocket & you know this* 

I do not always wear this cold white 
coat but I am oft my brothers keener. 
Yet I have to administer to your needs. 
Ye two are the ia-ilers 3 the iailed. 

One day we may awaken to find our pos¬ 
itions reversed w.ith full bitterness, 
Michael you have pity in your teeth. 


CO^ MONTS 3; F AhYD TO THY ?ya.ST 

Yhat profits it you to walk alone 3 unarmed in the wild morning 9 

Come & join us in the laying on of hands 3, the crucifixion 
of funerals 3 do not even once deny us each our humiliations* 

Tomorrow who will enter the bottomless rivers 3 impenetrable forests 

Come alone 3 naked to the feast for no one must ever be aware of 
the deep ^ secret joy of illumination 3 its unc ommunic ab le agonies.. 






WHAT 1 q THE T J SE 0 ? TALK ING- TO Y QTT ^ 

Your thin body will soon grow sleek fat with 
many nightly iabs of fentazin but now your 
grey skin hongs loose around this bed* 
Yesterday you awoke 8 screamed, 

'‘There' s not a man on two legs who 
doesn’t break wind from time to time tJ 
Today I have masturbated & drank coffee* 

Who are the men in soiled white coats 
stained with your blood 8z terrible destiny 
Nert month I shall marry & move house. 

Why did you splinter the taut skin of your 
throat with glass & sob like an animal 
I could speak about cold wet grass & her warm 
dry eyes but you wouldn’t even understand: 
lying in your vomit $ smelling of deep sleep 
unaware of your & the worlds tragedy. 






ART HR .H IS Q7N I^A&B 


in this grey torch 
black with moonless 


There is no bulb 
have grown thick 

After His own image made He them & 
now shuddering within these locked 
Roberts is screaming again that he 
oeard >- 'll shove a bomb uo your 
hairy cunt for all the harm you've 
last night Roberts trembled 
"You see mister., mother said 


these corridors 
night shadows, 
some of them are 
institution walls, 
doesn’t lnke my 
great arse you 
done t o me , " 
sobbed himself to sleeo, 
that if I ever pulled 


ShiI l rL a ® ain u G0d "° Uld Surely soon be Punishing me.” 
-his morning he snores <?- the stain unon his sheet 

has r ried & God has tortured him from birth. 

There are no favourites amongst His dark creation “ 

u any a baptised child ends his life erupting in spasms 




NO HOPS NOR ITS NOW 


Yellow harsh night neon awaits us outside these walls. 

We have been alone A sleepless together far too long. 

You a cripple lying draped over an upturned commode. 

Tip to your neck in watery shit r your withered hands 
clutching fresh bruises on thin grey stained thighs. 

You are always gentle your fingers hove mockery & 
joy but later you will be wild & violent in your spasms. 

Let us write of these dark corridors & silent dormitories. 

No hope for us now in those bright & bitter streets outside. 
Let us write of the night c : ts wondrous & unspeakable vision 
No hope for us now trapped within our own imaginations. 

What can we two write that ha.s never been said before? 


NIG-NT "Ti l N O' BE TDNNTIPIND 

It is now time for you to decide. 

Your hair is soft A damp & of the night. 

Outside this dark room the -night lies brooding A waiting for you. 
It is cold wet A foggy & more imoatient than I could ever be & 
our minds have ceased to shudder A our bodies are almost still now 

You can sleep some more for the night will not enter this room 
even tho its doors A windows are open & have always been so. 

You smell deeply of the night. 

Yet stay A sleep for you are safe here. 






TIP ON T r 'E RED 


SLEEPING MOON 


Moon sleeps within the shadow of my eyes. 
v oist warm thighs clashed in this caty, 
rn he first gangster rides the tube trains 
awaiting news of the last shootings. 

I am the first gangster. 

I am cold & long dead. 

A girl tramoles her eyelids underfoot. 

Too long since she rode the bus of joy 
& shuddered thruout the neon night. 

A warm cripple of the cold red moon. 

I am the last gangster. 

I play with radiation, 

heath we will yet deny your bitter secrets. 
Tears of joy flooding the eyes of stars, 

'his vast universe defies our fantasies as 
we squat in the shade of a small lost world. 




? 0R ? -IV3 Y15_ O TTR TRESP ASSES 

( A used tampar in a vacant car lot. 

Chicken feathers floating over the 

wild bristles of an abandoned toothbrush) 


Your teeth are worn down to black 
gums & your eyes promise much frenzy, 

M y hand is as crooked A violent as 

an old wooden cross or a resurrected miracle, 

‘"hey have left a sign upon your eyes A 
still you do not understand the vacancy 
of night & its awful bitter silences, 

I raise my hand but I wr> 11 not strike you 
as I silently tread the moon's still shadow. 

Fext year this world will close in unon us 
A sink the memory of our unknown future. 



OUR FATHER 


His knarled & holy fingers are creaking & 
the joints of his sacred knees are stiff 
with age & his skin is parchment now* 

He is the known man pf much hate & little love. 
He whose many sins can never be forgiven, 

H-reat are the agonies in his world, 

* T any are the sufferings of his children* 

It takes the pride of a stubborn old man 
to disdain to display a miracle when the 
terrible reality of war lives with us, 

Tho can blame us if we do not weep 
on our earth as he dies in his heaven. 


Not too far . 

It didn't take us too long 
& we didn't have to look 
too far or ask too many 
questions or even advertise 
r Te soon found the deadman. 
For he was upon us So he was 
within us A he was of us, 

Sr. me are still laughing, 
no-one laughs with us. 




WH O ARTS THU AFG-UIS 

You are poised above us with your ego W your 
rumours of the last days & we stand naked & 
vulnerable eager for agony humiliation. 

How long have we awaited the mythical assasin 
who will free us from obedience & radiation 7 

Humble my wife: her deep eyelids of sleep. 

Humble the cretin with his bruised smile, 

Haeh moment exploding within her thighs; a sign 
& each sign heralding a world of -joy forever. 

Do not preach for the oreacher oft dies as he 
flees; guilt stains splayed upon his shadow. 

The moon grows old & now the sky is weeping, 

Hgly the squat black gun streaked with oil. 

Ugly the unwashed wound encrusted with grime. 

We extract the white bullet from inbetween your eyes. 
Your eyes swell & envelop dead stars drifting thru 
skies thick with charred torn abandoned wings. 

Who are the angels who shot down G-od & left a 

clean bloodless hole in our, the worlds, imagination? 



TRANSCRIPTION OF THE MUSIC OF THE G-ENTLE MAD 


Peter, I sit & stare at your pained face & I see my future. 

How many times have they changed & bathed & cursed you today? 

Your skull will soon be pulp where you fall in your spasms. 

You have split the soft skin & they have stitched scar-tissue too 
long ft their drugs cower before fits that will destroy you soon now. 

You love to handle & caress your shit & that 1 s how they think of 
you always, Peter, as a mess who should be disguised or hid 
away in cold chained. bed.s for they are fearful of your slavering. 

You have grown old,, alone, while still young 1 you are sad & lonely 
with your tragedy ft in this, tho you will never know it, you share 
the deepest joys ft bitterness of all those who are almost alive. 

Black hairs on her soft white neck Sc a mound, of bl^ck above wet lips below. 
You, too afraid of uniforms to ask for the name of the last station or the 
one before ft too tired to sleep, smoke or read ft too drunk to forget or care 
Sounds of laughter drifting slowly thru the corridor casting its sadness. 

She picked her nose on the night train as you tried to drink her body & 
her mind; her lips twitching in sleep; her teeth flecked with coffee; her 
brown raincoat tightly belted against the night & the moment was fading, 

0 sick & crippled Peter you couldn’t understand the secret of her breathing. 

You have prowled thru the blind & silent crowds of Manchester ft you have 
stood in the supermarkets of Manchester & wept for the granite & the dust 
of that city had. tasted your sorrow before .it swelled & burst within you, 

0 city your future is radiation & your oresent is dirt, bricks & stone. 

Monk still blows softly but the record has long stopped & the locks have 
rusted & the ink run dry & night winds are seeping into cold rooms as 


c ontinued,,,, 



..those who dwell 'in this terrible city sit . smoking in winter parks or ride- 
tube trains thru stale fog soon to make love in sad & loveless city beds, 
Manchester has denied you & London has denied you & the cities of the 
/ r world 

have erected vast walls to contain their vain unc onsummatecl liberations., 
The city is banks & money & its sickness is clocks & its reality is iails 
Old men weening in the shade of suicidal walls: their, dead images grim 

faced 

in the mornings newsprint; their tragedies submerged under ludicrous 

shrouds. 

The priests & undertakers of the city may never understand the agony of 
these, corpses Sz yet the comedy of their funerals is not alean to the mood 
of a people whose vice is respectability & whose madness is regulation. 

You took many weeks to tell me your story & it is not yet told. 

You have said enough to fuse our minds & our futures together. 

& yet you lie naked Sc trembling as they clean your wasted body & as 
I watch them the key of your door dangles from a chain in my pocket. 

I don't believe that "the best minds of my generation ( or any other 
generation) have been destroyed by madness". A good few extremely fine 
minds have, however, been destroyed by the Popular acceptance of such 
a definition & the inept manner in which this definition has been actual!* 
applied. The psychiatric god has been much" abused & today is almost as 
acceptable, honoured & unreal as alchemy used to be. 

The poems in this book owe more to cities than they do to the asylum« 
Today, as yesterday, the madman is as likely to be found amidst the mace 
& the wigs; amidst the bricks & rhino-whips; as he is in the institution, 
We each have our own gutsy lungs, genitals & minds. May they always 
function individually but in co-operation. 


DAVE CUNLIFFE now lives- in Blackburn where he was born in 1941. 

He is an editor of 'Poetmeat' quarterly magazine & edited 'Screeches 
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D.C. made the London scene for a time but has spent most of his 
lif e i n Blackburn, He ha.s worked as whahehouseman, shop assistant, 
factory hand, mill worker, institution attendant, d unemployed. 

Now works as a night attendant in a colony institution. Married 
his poet wife Tina early this year. 
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militant in it's support of the Negroes, it prints the other side 
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wide range of international and English .poets, and a high standard 
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-provoking publication," YOUNG GUARD 
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night book of the mad 


this terrible night 


writ just before they crucified you 
what’s the use of talking to you ? 
no hope for us now 
upon the red & sleeping moon 
our father 

who are the angels ? 


come alone & naked to the feast 
after his own image 
the night will not be identified 
forgive ye our trespasses 
not too far 

transcription or the music of the gentle mad 


fourteen poems of the madhouse 
& the city by Dave Cunliffe 


“ just who is lunatic 
in an asylum world ? ” 
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